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And in wearing,tbou (halt hauc me better and better. 
Thou (halt hauc a face that is not worth fun-burning, 
Butdooft thouthinkc.that thou andl, 

Betweene Saint Denis, 

And Saint George, (hall get a boy. 

That (h*U goc to Confiantinop/e, 

And take the great T urke by the beard, ha Katet 
Kate. Isitpoflibledatmefall 
Loue de cnemie dc France, 

Harry. No Jf*/e,tisvnpoflible 
You fliould loue the enemie of France: 

For Kate , I loue France fo well, 

That lie not leaue a Village, 
lie haue it all mine: then Kate, 

When France is mine, 

Andl am yours, 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. 1 cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry. No Kate, 

Why He tell it you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 

On her new married Husband, 

Let me fee, Saint Dennie be my fpecd. 

Quan France et raon. 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours* 

Harry. Et vous ettes amoy, 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry, Douck France ettes a vous: 

Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et le fuyues a vous. 

Kate. And you will be to me. 

Har. Wilt bcleeue me Kate? tis eafier for me 
To conquer the kingdome, th l to fpcak fo much 
More French* 


of Henry the fft. 

Kate. A your Maicfty has falCe France inough 
To deceiue de beft Lady in France, 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. But Kate, 

.In plainc termes,do you loue me ? 

Kate, I cannot tell. 

Harry, No, can any ofyour neighbours tell? 
lie aske them. 

Come Kate,\ know you loue me. 

And foone when you are in your cloflet, 

Youle queftion this Lady of me. 

But I pray thee fwcete Kate Me me mercifully, 
Becaufe 1 loue thee cruelly. 

That 1 (hall dye Kate,is furc : 

But for thy lode, by the Lord ncuer. 

What Wench, 

A ftraight backc will growe crooked. 
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